148     MY LADY OF ORANGE

She stopt for a moment, and then, in a
voice very low, bnt thrilling through wall and
gate of that Dutch prison-house, she sang:

** The tear strayed, darkling, in her eye;

(Heigho, her folly 1)
' Believe who mil, yet mil not L'
(Heigho, her folly J)

' My love I gave for good, for ill ;*

(Heigho, her folly J)
' For good, for ill, yours am I stdL*

(Heigho, her folly 1)"

The words died away, and I fell into a
chair and sat looking at the floor So I
was wrong, wrong, wrong! Oh, I ought
to have known her love better! In that
dingy room I began to hum the words over
again, with a smile on my face. Yes, in-
deed I might have known You cannot
forgive me, young mistress ? Well, I do
not blame you; but she forgave me long
ago, as you will perhaps in your turn, when
need comes. What did anything laatter
BOW? Whether I lived or died her love
was mine. Oh, gentlemen of the sword,,
you at least may guess how glad I was my
was my own too!